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Chapter 9: Rock, Paper, Scissors 
Notes: 

happy holidays everyone!!! 


(See the end of the chapter for more notes.) 


Chapter Text 

Eda soars through Bonesborough, flying close to the ground so she isn’t seen, tarp folded 
and tucked under her bad arm. She gets into the alley beside the building she’s going into, 
creeping her way to the corner to look around for any signs of the Collector. She doesn’t see 
him, instead seeing the familiar, blank expressions of so many people she knows. A 
particularly familiar couple catches her eye, Eda smiling at the sight of Harvey and Gilbert, 
Willow’s dads, walking down the street, hand in hand. They seem perfectly fine, too, Eda 
noting that she'll have to tell Willow she saw them when she gets back. 


Once the coast seems clear, though, she creeps her way into the large furniture store, 
creeping around the couple of people who were sent in here to ‘shop’ to go into the back, 
where she found the mattresses last time. There’s a ton of them, Eda taking a deep breath 
before setting herself up to be able to take these out of the spell. She’s got a weird, icky 
feeling about being here today, so she doesn’t waste any time opening up the big, roll-up 
door at the back and beginning to grab stuff. She takes the first, twin mattress off the top of 
the pile, bringing it out the door and flying out to where the four palismen she’s brought with 
her are waiting outside of the Collector’s spell. Almost immediately after she sets down the 
first one, her right-hand starts to violently throb, but she just ignores it. The faster she does 
this, the faster she gets out of here, so she ignores it. 


She goes back and forth and back and forth another 5 times, grabbing the queen-sized 
mattress for Camila last. She barely makes it to where the tarp is before she has to drop the 
mattress down on the pile, clutching her throbbing, really uncomfortable right hand. Being in 
her harpy form always seems to hurt a lot worse, but today it’s really unbearable. 


Owlbert flies over to her, hovering in front of her, “Eda ok?” 


“Yeah, yeah, I’m ok, let’s get back,” She brushes him off, sighing and glancing back before 
taking off again, “Let me shut the door, hold on.” 


She flies back into the spell, shutting the door as quietly as she can, although it clearly isn’t 
enough. She hears the Collector start to giggle, and his haunting, child’s voice echoes 
through the dome of the spell. 


“| hear a friend out of place!” They call, “Hmm, where are you?” 


Eda speeds out of there as fast as she can, pointing at the tarp all of the palismen are 
hovering around and quickly demanding, “Let’s go, come on, we need to get out of here.” 


They all jump into action, each grabbing a corner of the tarp and making their way back to 
the Owl House. They don’t go fast, she has a lot of weight on there and she knows that this 
is heavy, even for them. She stays flying behind them, although the Collector’s giggles seem 
to be getting closer and closer to them. 


“Friend? Where are you? Come back, | wanna play!” He yells, Eda unable to tell how far he 
is. She looks around nervously before flying up to where Sunny and Hawksley have the two 
front corners, grabbing them away from each of them. 


“Go back there, come on, we need to go faster,” She tells them, the two birds listening and 
helping lift the back of the tarp. Eda holds one corner with both hands, flying backward as 
she tries to ignore how much her right hand is shaky and how it also feels like it's being 
ripped off of her body. 


Finally , the Owl House comes back into sight, Eda guiding the tarp down outside the front 
door. She beckons for the palismen to follow her, hurrying them inside first wnen Hooty 
opens his mouth wide enough to make a doorway for her. She follows and the moment the 
house is sealed closed again she lets herself catch her breath, the adrenaline of rushing 
back here beginning to wear off and the pain in her arm coming back with a vengeance. 
Owlbert flies over and butts at her face, Eda offering him her good hand to perch on, the 
abomination one clutched to her chest. 


“Eda?” She hears Raine call, looking up to see them appear in the doorway, “Are you ok? 
Why are you out of breath? What’s wrong with your arm?” 


“Yes, no reason, and nothing,” She replies through gritted teeth, although Raine just keeps 
walking into the room. 


“No, there is definitely something wrong, let me see your hand,” They request as they step 
up to right in front of her, Eda holding her arm out to let Raine see it. It’s really shaky, and 

although Eda doesn’t feel Raine grab the hand to stabilize it, she certainly feels them grab 
right by where her arm connects to the prosthetic hand and pain shoots up her whole arm. 


“Ow! Raine!” She exclaims, pulling her arm back to cradle against her chest. 
“Sorry!” They step back, “I’m going to go get Alador, ok?” 
“No, | don’t need him,” She tries to deny, even though she absolutely does need him. 


“No, you do, go sit on the couch, let me get him,” Raine tells her, Eda just caving and 
nodding. 


“Yeah, ok, fine,” She says between breaths. Raine rushes off down the hall towards the 
tower, Eda trying to force herself to take a deep breath and breathe through how much she 
just wants to chop her own prosthetic hand off. Owlbert flies over to sit down on the table, 
Eda closing her eyes and trying to focus the best she can. The Owl Beast isn’t hard to find, 
considering how furious it is about her new hand, but it isn’t relenting control as easily as she 


wants it to. She sighs, hearing it scold her about how she’s gotten them both into this mess 
and how it’s not letting them go back until it’s fixed. 


“Come on,” She whispers to herself, frustrated, “Give me my body back.” 

The Owl Beast stays firm, refusing to even compromise with her on it. 

“| swear- Give it back,” She threatens, Owl Beast ignoring her, “You dirty- give it back to me!” 
“Eda?” Raine questions, “Eda, what’s going on?” 


“The Owl Beast, mmm, being stubborn,” She replies as she mentally tries to poke at it the 
best she can, met by only resistance and pushback. The mental image of being shoved 
away causes her to stumble back a bit, hitting the door behind her. Raine rushes across the 
room to her and puts one hand on her shoulder, standing in front of her. 


“Breathe, one thing at a time, just sit for now. The ground is fine,” They assure her, Eda 
looking up at their calm smile and just nodding, sitting down on the ground. She’s annoyed 
by how her wings sit awkwardly against the ground, although she ignores it. Raine sits down 
in front of her, off to the side a bit so Alador, who came in with them, can sit down in front of 
her. 


“Alright, Eda, let me see the hand,” He holds out his hand, Eda moving the arm that’s been 
clutched at her chest to hold out in front of her, showing Alador how much it’s shaking. He 
very carefully holds it and turns it a bit, eyes squinted as he studies it. “Mmm, what did you 
lift that caused this?” 


“Well, it was like this this morning,” She counters, Alador looking up at her and raising an 
eyebrow, unconvinced. “Ok, and | carried two corners of a tarp carrying 6 mattresses.” 


“6 mattresses?! Eda, | told you to take it easy on this,” He stresses, drawing a magic circle 
and beginning to do something with the goop, Eda disliking the weird, tickling feeling it’s 
causing her. 


“| didn’t have a choice,” She huffs back, “The kids needed beds.” 


“One at a time would have sufficed,” He mumbles back, shaking his head, “Titan, you really 
strained this, I-| don’t think | can fix this on you. | need to take it off-” 


“No, absolutely not, then | have no hand . What if we’re attacked or something? Then what?” 
Eda challenges him, Raine stepping in. 


“Eda, if we’re attacked, you’re way more helpful with no hand than a hand that’s a liability. 
And it’s hurting you now , let Alador take it off,” Raine tries to convince her, Eda looking at 


Alador stubbornly. 


“Either you let me take it off and work on it, or it stays this painful,” He flatly tells her. 


Eda huffs, “Fine, but | want it on until after dinner.” 


“Alright, that’s a fine compromise,” He nods, moving the hand that’s maintaining the circle 
he’s been holding, “I'll stabilize it temporarily now, come to me when you're ready and I'll 
take it off.” 


“When do you think it'll be ready to be put back on?” She asks as Alador lets the circle fade, 
looking back up at her. 


“Depends,” He replies, “Tomorrow night at the earliest, probably Thursday morning at the 
latest.” 


“Mmm,” Eda grumbles, “Whatever, it’s fine.” 


“I'll do my best with what | can,” He assures her, getting up, “With this newfound straining 
problem, I’m going to go see what | can draft. Come to me whenever you're ready, and go 
easy, please.” 


“Mhm, yeah, thanks,” Eda gives him a half, pained smile, Alador just walking out of the room. 
The moment he leaves her hardened expression crumbles, face twisting at the huge 
discomfort in her hand. 


Raine reaches out to rub her left arm, “Are you ok?” 
“I’m alive, | can tell you that much,” She frustratedly quips back. 
“Eda,” They scold her, Eda just sighing. 


“Fine, you wanna know? My arm is throbbing in pain, the Owl Beast refuses to give me my 
body back, and everything is aching from literally running away from the Collector just now 
with the Owl Beast mad at me,” She half-annoyedly explains, although it’s weak. 


Raine looks at her sadly, “Just take it one thing at a time, ok? Owl Beast first, do you need 
an elixir? | uh, think | Know where they are.” 


“No, no, I’m running out of them and | don’t want to waste one right now,” She denies, “I-I 
can do it.” 


“Ok, | trust you,” Raine rubs her knee, “Focus on that right now, then, take a deep breath. 
Everything is going to be ok, Eda.” 


Their soft assurances start to bring her back down a bit, forcing herself to take calming deep 
breaths rather than just obligatory ones to appease the Owl Beast. They keep rubbing her 
knee, Eda trying her best to focus on feeling that as if she was in her witch form, trying to 
convince the Owl Beast to just let it happen. It won’t, though, and after a few, extremely 
frustrating minutes trying to ignore all of the throbbing and aching she’s experiencing right 
now to get this thing to listen to her, she opens her eyes, telling Raine. 


“Just get me elixir, it’s in the kitchen,” She grumbles, although she can’t help but feel the 
choking feeling of frustrated tears in the back of her throat. Raine nods and pats her knee, 
getting up and going off into the kitchen. Eda pushes back at tears while waiting, Raine 
coming back a minute later, a bottle of the distinct yellow elixir in their hand. Eda reaches out 
for it with her right hand on instinct, although she regrets it when her arm tightens up, Eda 
trying not to react and just grabbing it with her left. She downs it quickly, feeling the 
tenseness that the Owl Beast is causing her start to fade, Eda shifting back to her normal 
form. Relief washes over her, although it also gives way to the sob she’s been choking back 
at. 


“Hey, it’s ok, you’re out,” Raine assures her, moving forward and pulling her into a hug. Eda 
keeps her arm held up to her chest, only reciprocating it with her left arm. Raine rubs her 
back calmingly as they whisper to her, “It’s ok, just breathe.” 


Eda buries her face into their neck, unable to stop herself from crying, although she tries to 
keep quiet. She can hear the kids periodically laughing and yelling upstairs, so she doesn’t 
want them to hear her and come down to check. Especially since her hand is involved and 
she’s been trying really hard to hide that struggle from as many people as she can. Of 
course, it’s impossible to do that with Raine, who can read her like a book. So she just lets 
herself be vulnerable for a minute, let out some of that horribly crushing frustration of her 
body disobeying her. 


After a couple of minutes, she sits back, Raine dropping to put a hand on her knee, the other 
staying on her left shoulder. “Are you ok?” They ask. 


“Mmm,” Eda hums, settling for a kind of cop-out answer, “I’m fine. Just- Just tired.” 


“Why don’t you go take a nap upstairs? I'll work with Mason and get the beds set up and 
everything, ok? | got it,” Raine assures her, smiling, “I can tell people what to do, | think.” 


Eda chuckles a bit, “Now | wanna leave it to you to see if it gets done.” 


“No faith, Eda, no faith,” They shake their head, laughing, “But why don’t you go relax 
upstairs? You’re just going to feel worse if you push yourself.” 


Eda contemplates the offer before nodding, “Alright, yeah, just for a bit, though. You can do 
the stuff with the beds, right?” 


“Mhm, | got it,” Raine nods, standing up and offering a hand to Eda. Eda takes their hand, 
pulling herself up with a groan. 


“Titan, wow,” She sighs when she gets to her feet, her whole body tight and aching. 


“Everything alright?” Raine questions, a hand finding Eda’s waist, giving her some support 
standing up. 


“Yeah, yeah, just really sore,” She assures them, beginning to walk upstairs. She’s a lot 
slower than she wants to be, really just excited to go upstairs and lay down. Raine walks 


with her, Eda going up the stairs first, Raine behind her. She gets to the top to see a strange, 
red object flying by her, stopping so she doesn’t get hit by it. She looks down from where it 
came from, seeing all 5 of the kids standing around, Hunter and Willow standing next to 
each other, Hunter holding the red things that she almost got hit by and Willow holding blue 
ones. Behind Hunter is Gus, and Amity is standing behind Willow. Luz is there, too, leaning 
in her doorway smiling at them, although it doesn’t seem like she’s participating. Eda looks 
the other way to see a strange wooden board with a hole in it, on top of it a couple of the 
things they've been tossing. 


Hunter immediately apologizes when he sees her, “Sorry Eda!” 
“It’s ok, but what are you guys doing?” She questions, Gus jumping to answer her. 


“Playing cornhole!” He excitedly answers, “It’s this human game where you throw bean bags 
into that wooden board over there.” 


Eda squints at them, confused, “And it’s fun?” 

“A lot of fun,” Gus nods. 

“Hey, if it makes you happy,” She shrugs, continuing down the hall and slipping by where 
they have their board set up to get to her door. Raine gets up the stairs and looks around at 
what they have set up, too. They chuckle, Eda and Raine sharing a mutual ‘I have no idea 
what they’re doing’ look before Raine asks them. 

“Who is winning?” 

“Us,” Willow tells them, “Duh.” 

“Hey, we’re not doing that bad,” Hunter argues, “We’re practically tied!” 


“No, we're 10 points ahead of you,” Willow argues, “Totally winning.” 


“Mmm, | disagree,” He looks back at Raine, competitively smiling, “The game is 
inconclusive.” 


Raine laughs. “I see it’s a sensitive subject. Don’t let us stop you, though,” They smile as 
they walk up to where Eda is, both of them going into their room. When Raine shuts the door 
behind them Eda walks over to the far side of the bed where she sleeps, sitting down and 
sighing. Raine comes up to sit next to her on her left, rubbing her shoulder. “Are you ok?” 


“Mhm, you’ve asked me that about four times, Raine, I’m fine,” Eda clips back, “I just want to 
lay down.” 


“Ok, you can lay down, go ahead,” They stand up, Eda pulling herself up on the bed and 
laying down on her back, looking over when Raine puts a blanket over her. 


She smiles, “Thanks, Rainestorm.” 


Course,” Raine replies, reaching over and brushing her hair out of her face, “Just stay in 
bed for a bit, give your body a minute to relax.” 


Eda finds herself leaning into the hand a bit, and in a moment of weakness that Raine 
always seems to draw out in her, she asks them, quietly, “Can you stay for a bit?” 


Raine beams back at her, nodding, “Yeah, | can.” 


They get up and walk around the bed, taking off their glasses and climbing into bed next to 
Eda, Eda going to roll to face them but laying back on her back when she feels her arm throb 
again, disturbed from its semi-comfortable position on her chest. 


“Do you want to switch sides?” They ask, not bothering to question why she stopped. Eda 
hesitates but nods, knowing she doesn’t really want to lay on her back like some kind of 
healing patient. Raine gets up and goes around the bed, letting Eda move over to lay on 
what's traditionally their side. Raine gets back in bed again, and this time Eda is able to roll 
into her left side, Raine moving forward and holding her without her even having to ask. Eda 
is not this soft normally, but it’s always been that way with them. 


“Comfortable?” They ask, Eda humming in affirmation, the thought of moving her mouth to 
speak feeling like too much right now. “Alright, let me know if you want to move.” 


She hums again, Raine running a hand through her hair as they begin to hum the same 
song from a few nights ago. It relaxes her almost immediately, and although her arm still 
throbs and her body definitely still aches, she’s comfortable. The Owl Beast has been a 
bother for so long, and she only got about a month of peace with it before they went right 
back to disagreeing again. It was alright with the hand for a while, but she pushed it today, 
she was stupid and overzealous and now she’s staring being one-handed in the face again. 


And isn’t that just what she needs right now? 


Hunter watches as the bean bag glides across the wooden board and goes into the hole, 
looking at Willow, “Tied, we’re even. What happened to you’re ‘totally winning’?” 


“Oh, it’s on,” She challenges him, slyly smiling as she looks back at the board and tosses her 
bean bag, which also goes right into the hole. “Now we're winning.” 


“Hmm, we'll see about that,” He looks back at the board, tossing his last bean bag and 
watching it slide across the board, going in but also knocking in a blue bean bag that was 
right outside it. 


“Aw no!” Gus whines, grabbing onto Hunter’s arm, “You knocked it in!” 
Hunter laughs, playfully pushing at Gus’ head with his other hand, “Next time, next time.” 
“We win again!” Willow cheers, high-fiving Amity, “Second time in a row!” 


“Hey, last time we lost because | almost hit Eda,” Hunter counters, Gus walking over to 
collect the bean bags. 


“Totally not true, we were winning way before that,” Willow argues, all of them looking over 
when Eda’s door opens, Raine walking out, quietly shutting the door behind themselves. 
They smile at everyone in the hallway. 

“Hi,” They wave, “Sorry, don’t let me interrupt you.” 

“You're ok, we just finished a round,” Hunter tells them as Raine heads towards the stairs. 
“Who won?” They question, Hunter looking over to see Willow smiling proudly. 

“Us, of course,” She answers, Hunter rolling his eyes. 

“You only won because | knocked it in by accident,” Hunter crosses his arms. 

“We still won,” Willow crosses hers, playfully smirking at him. 

“Whatever,” Hunter waves her off, looking back at Raine, “Is everything ok with Eda?” 
“Mhm, yeah, she’s just taking a nap. She went out this morning and got something, so she 
was just tired,” Raine brushes him off, Hunter perking up when he remembers this 
conversation last night. 

“Oh, did she get-” 

“Shh,” Raine stops him, “It’s a surprise.” 

“Oh, oh, ok,” He nods, “Sorry.” 


“It’s ok,” Raine chuckles, “Just keep it a secret, ok?” 


“Yeah, yeah, | will,” He nods again, smiling at the kind of thrilling feeling of being the only one 
that gets to know Eda got mattresses today to make them beds. 


After a beat of silence, Raine takes one step down the stairs and tells them, “Well, have fun 
with whatever you’re playing up here. Don’t worry about keeping quiet, Eda is the heaviest 
sleeper I’ve ever met. I’m sure Luz will attest to it.” 


“Mhm, one time King tore her whole room apart looking for Francois and she didn't even stir 
once, even with King rifling around underneath where she was sleeping. Francois uh, ended 
up in her nest somehow,” She cringes, “We had to wash him after that.” 


“Gross,” Raine mutters to themselves, shivering, “But regardless, don’t worry about waking 
her up. If you need anything I'll be in the tower.” 


Everyone hums and replies in agreement, Hunter answers, “Mhm, thank you.” 


Raine just smiles before going down the stairs, Gus walking back over to them with all of the 
bean bags. 


“Another round?” He asks, looking between Hunter and Willow and Amity. 
“Sure, I’m in,” Willow affirms, looking back at Amity, “We could win again?” 


“You can win again, I’m no good at this,” She chuckles, “I'll just throw the bean bag 
somewhere near the goal and be happy about it.” 


Willow laughs, “No, you’re good too! You got it in last round, you’re getting better.” 
“Better is a relative term, | think,” She jokes back, “But I’m totally down to play again.” 
“And you too, Hunter?” Gus asks him, Hunter nodding. 


“Yeah, sure,” He nods, all of them looking over when someone comes up the stairs, Hunter 
surprised to see Camila poke her head around the corner. 


“Oh, | see you guys are playing cornhole,” She comments, “You know it’s normally played 
outside, right?” 


“It is?” Gus questions, “Il was wondering who had enough room in their house for this.” 
She laughs, “It’s nice out today, why don’t you set it up in the backyard? Then you can play 
with the board a little further from you. And maybe get outside too, it’s good for you, uh, at 


least | think it is here.” 


“Oh yeah, we can set it up outside!” Gus eagerly smiles, looking back at the group of them, 
“Do you want to go outside?” 


“Yeah, let’s go,” Willow nods, Gus going over to pick up the board. 


“I'll leave you guys to that, then. Just stay close to the house, and Raine said to stay in the 
backyard,” She tells them. 


“Mhm, we will,” Gus assures her, Camila just smiling before heading back downstairs. 
Hunter picks up the red bean bags and Willow picks up the blue ones, all of them following 
Gus down the stairs. He goes into the kitchen and out the back door, looking back when he 


gets outside, Hunter the first person behind him. Gus looks at him and asks, “Where should 
we put this?” 


“Somewhere flat, maybe over there?” Hunter points to a little closer to the treeline, Gus 
nodding and walking towards a spot so they’re not throwing the bean bags towards the sea. 


“Hmm,” Gus ponders, looking back at everyone grouped up outside the door, “How far? 
What do we think?” 


“Maybe a little further?” Willow replies, Gus walking a little bit further, “Yeah, there.” 


Gus bends down and sets it up, Willow going over to stand across from the board, as far as 
they would be playing. “Yeah, that’s good!” 


Amity, Hunter, and Luz all walk over to stand with Willow, Gus coming rushing up and 
asking, “Luz, do you want to play with us now?” 


“Oh, uh, yeah, sure. I'll play,” She nods, everyone’s smile widening. 

“Really? Awesome! You can be on our team” Gus tells her, Willow and Amity looking over. 
“What? No, she'll be on our team,” Amity counters, “I’m her girlfriend!” 

“But Gus is younger,” Hunter counters, “So she should be on our team.” 

“But you're older,” Amity argues, “So you guys are even and we deserve Luz.” 


“But Luz loves us,” Gus jumps in, “And | want her to be on our team and I’m pretty cool so 
we should listen to me.” 


“Why can’t she be on both?” Willow asks, everyone looking at her confused. 
“Both?” Amity asks, “How does that work?” 


“Like, she’s our first player and their last player and she just plays for both teams,” Willow 
shrugs, “No picking.” 


Amity looks at Luz, “What do you think?” 


Luz chuckles, “Yeah, | can do that. I’ve got experience playing for both teams if you know 
what | mean.” 


Willow, Amity, and Gus all laugh, Hunter looking around at everyone confused. He shakes 
his head, “No, | don’t know what you mean.” 


“I’m bi so, you know, | like men and women, play for both teams, like they’re teams,” She 
explains, Hunter nodding. 


“Oh, yeah, ok,” He laughs, “That was funny.” 


“Thanks, | thought of it myself,” She brags, everyone laughing again. “I don’t know why you 
both want me on your team, though, I’m not valuable in cornhole, I’m not good at it.” 


“You've played before? Did you know it was played outside?” Gus questions. 
“| didn’t have the heart to tell you guys, you seemed like you were having fun,” She shrugs, 
Hunter catching how relaxed her expression looks compared to it this morning. It makes him 


smile, too, to see her happy. 


“Just letting us limit ourselves, | see how it is,” Gus dramatically crosses his arms, Luz 
laughing. 


“Sorry! | just thought you were having fun,” She maintains, “But if you’re so excited by the 
thought of playing outside let’s play.” 


“Ok, ok,” Gus nods, “Who should go first?” 

“Luz, don’t you have that human way of deciding things?” Amity asks. 

“Rock paper scissors?” Luz replies, Amity nodding. “Oh, we can play that.” 

“Do we need rocks and paper and scissors?” Gus asks. 

“No, no, I'll teach you, here,” Luz holds her hand out, putting her fist on top of it, “So the point 
of the game is to beat the other person, it’s used for settling ties and stuff like that. There are 
three options, scissors,” She holds up two fingers, “Paper,” She holds her hand out flat, “And 
rock,” She puts her hand back in a fist. “You say rock, paper, scissors, shoot,” She bounces 
her fist on top of her hand for each word, the last time switching it to a flat hand, “And then 


the last time you pick rock, paper, or scissors.” 


Hunter is kind of not following, although he looks around at everyone else to see them 
eagerly nodding. Gus asks, “How do you win?” 


“It depends on what the other person plays. Rock beats scissors, scissors beats paper, and 
paper beats rock.” 


“Paper beats rock?” Willow questions, “Sorry, why ?” 

“Luh, | don’t know, it just does to complete the cycle,” Luz shrugs, “Try it.” 

“lll play, I'l play,” Gus jumps to volunteer, walking up to Willow, “Let’s play, ready.” 
“Ok, ok,” Willow nods, the two mimicking what Luz did and repeating what she said. 


“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” 


Willow holds up ‘scissors’ and Gus holds up ‘rock’. Gus smiles, “Did | win?” 


“Yeah, you won, so you guys can pick if you want to go first or second,” Luz tells him, Gus 
looking back at Hunter and smiling. 


“Which one?” He asks. 

“Second is better, right?” Hunter replies, Gus nodding. 

“Yes, | agree, we'll go second,” Gus looks back at Luz, “You'll start?” 

“Yeah, I'll start for Willow and Amity,” She nods, holding out her hand for a bean bag from 
Willow. Gus, who walked off to grab a stick, draws a line in the dirt to mark where they're 

going to throw from, Luz stepping up first, tossing it towards the board. However, before it 


can get there, Hooty pops up out of the ground and eats it, everyone groaning. 


“Hooty! We’re playing, give that back,” Gus complains, Luz walking up to where he’s sticking 
out of the ground. 


“That was a dangerous weapon, | saved you!” Hooty tells them, Luz holding her hand out. 
“Hooty, spit it out,” She demands, Hooty turning away. 
“No! Finders keepers,” He tells her. 


“Hooty, | swear, give back the bean bag,” She presses, “I’m going to get it out of you if you 
don't give it back.” 


“You'll have to pry it from my cold dead beak,” He dramatically answers, Luz just beginning 
to scratch him right under his face. “No! My weak spot!” 


After a minute he leans over and regurgitates the now gross, wet bean bag. She holds it up 
between two fingers, walking back towards the group, who all cringe at it. She doesn’t get far 
before Hooty pops up in front of her again, Hunter jumping, although Luz doesn’t even flinch. 


“Whatcha playing?” He asks, “Some gaaaaame?” 

“Cornhole, it’s a human game,” Luz responds, walking around Hooty to go back to where 
she was standing before, dropping the bean bag she was holding and picking up a new one, 
“Move, watch.” 

Hooty vanishes into the ground, popping back up near where Hunter and Gus are standing, 
both of them exchanging a slightly terrified look. They look back as Luz tosses the bean bag 


again, which lands on top of the board. 


“Like that, see? Nothing in the way,” Luz looks back at Hooty, who nods. 


“Yes, yes, nothing in the way,” He affirms, everyone pausing a second before Gus steps up 
with a bean bag, tossing hers. Even though he just affirmed he knew what Luz meant, Hooty 
pops up in front of the bean bag, although he doesn’t eat it this time. “Blocked!” 


“Hooty!” Gus exclaims, “That’s not fair.” 


“No, it’s totally fair,” He argues back, “Il am an unbiased participant here to make your game 
more interesting.” 


Everyone looks around at each other, all collectively shrugging as Amity steps up to toss the 
bean bag, it being hit by Hooty, Amity groaning. 


“What? How is this fair?!” 


“I’m improving your prediction and adaptability,” He replies, shooting back into the ground 
and up off to the side. Hunter grabs a bean bag and steps up to the line. 


“Alright, well, catch this one birdbrain,” He clips back, tossing the bean bag high and fast 
enough that it narrowly misses Hooty, who moves so they can see it glide right into the hole. 


“Yeah!” Gus cheers, “You got it!” 


“See? My training technique is extremely effective,” Hooty says before going into the ground 
and up again off to the side. 


“Ok, well not everyone has a crazy throwing arm like Hunter,” Willow says, stepping up with 
her bean bag. She tosses it similar to how Hunter did, Hooty missing it too and moving so 
everyone can watch it also go straight into the hole. 

“Yeah, ok Willow, not everyone ,” Amity teases her, Willow laughing. 

“That was just a lucky throw,” Willow tries to dismiss her, but Amity lightly nudges her. 

“Just like every other throw you've gotten clean in?” She challenges, Willow shrugging. 


“Mm, maybe,” She replies, cheekily smiling. 


“Alright, ready, I’m going to show you how it’s done,” Luz steps up, picking up the remaining, 
wet bean bag, “Oooo, ew, gross, | forgot. Eh, well, I’ve touched grosser.” 


Hunter moves out of the way so Luz can throw her toss, and although she misses Hooty it 
just gets onto the board, Luz shrugging. 


“Ok, well, I'll take that,” She looks over at Hunter, “You're still going to have to carry, though.” 


“Carry...?” He replies. 


“The team, carry the team to winning, metaphorically,” She explains, Hunter nodding in 
understanding. 


“Mhm, ok, yeah,” He replies, “That makes sense.” 


“And you're also carrying, Willow,” Luz looks at her, “Thank God you two are on different 
teams, that would be a nightmare.” 


“Next round we can be on the same team,” Willow proposes, “Us against all of you?” 
“Oh, we're totally losing,” Amity chimes in, “No chance.” 


“No, no, next round, | like it,” Luz affirms, “But let’s finish this one first. Who wants to get the 
bean bags?” 


“Oh! Oh! | can!” Hooty volunteers, rushing over to eat up all the bean bags before anyone 
can say anything, delivering them in a gross, wet pile at their feet, “Done!” 


“Uh, thanks Hooty,” Luz replies, looking up at him, “Just a little less uh, slobber next time.” 


“Assistant Hooty has heard your request and will do his best to abide by it!” He calls back, 
moving back over out of the way so Luz can grab a bean bag and step up to throw again. 


She laughs, calling out, “Well Hooty, it doesn’t matter what you do because I'll win anyway!” 


And Hunter savors how nice it is to hear everyone laugh along with her. 


“Guys! Come in, | have something to show you!” Raine calls outside at the group of kids all 
sitting around on the ground in the backyard, eating their dinner. They've been out there all 
day, which is probably good for them considering how rough the last few days have been 
and how nice it is out today. 


They all get up, carrying their dishes with them inside. Raine steps back into the kitchen, 
pointing at the sink as they walk towards the hallway, “Put your dishes in there, come on. I'll 
show you.” 


They all listen, whispering to each other about what they’re going to see. Hunter is very 
quiet, not saying anything when they ask him about it, Raine just musing at how bad he is at 


keeping any kind of secrets. 


They walk them upstairs, gesturing to their rooms, “Go inside, go look.” 


Luz and Amity go into their room, Gus and Willow rushing into their room next to it. Luz 
comes back out first, smiling at Raine, “A bed?” 


“Mhm, Eda got mattresses today and we had Mason make them while you were outside.” 
“Woah,” Gus marvels, looking back, “We haven't slept in a real bed in so long.” 


“Or so I’ve heard,” Raine answers, Luz running up and giving them a hug. The other kids, 
except for Hunter, all join in too, saying their thanks to Raine. Raine tries their best to wrap 
their arms around all of them. They step back after a minute, Raine telling them, “You're 
welcome to grab more blankets and pillows and stuff from Eda’s stash in the closet down the 
hall, anything with holes and stuff can be stitched up, Darius offered to do it.” 


“Mhm, ok,” Luz nods, “Thank you, Raine!” 
“Of course,” They answer, “Not today, but at some point thank Eda too.” 


“Mhm, we will,” She nods, grabbing Amity’s hand and dragging her back into their room. Gus 
and Willow both rush out thanks before going into their room, Raine turning their attention to 
Hunter standing off to the side. 


“| kept it a secret,” He tells them, kind of awkwardly. 
“Thank you,” Raine smiles, “And now you get a bed to sleep in, it’s a win-win.” 


Hunter nods, waiting a moment before replying, “Thank you for uh, helping get a bed for uh, 
me. | really appreciate it.” 


“Of course, you deserve it,” Raine assures him, Hunter nodding before very awkwardly 
pointing towards the door. 


“I’m going to go in there,” He tells them, Raine just chuckling at the little habit Eda gave him 
of turning his questions for permission into statements. 


“Alright, you need your potion at some point soon, ok? Come down whenever you're ready,” 
Raine reminds him, Hunter nodding before going into the room with his friends, Raine going 
back downstairs. They start to wash all the dishes from dinner, smiling at the fact that the 
kids got to get beds for the first time in a couple of months. It’s a little lonely without Eda 
down here with them, but she really wasn’t up to getting up at all, and after making dinner 
she was really hurting. They are only doing it for a couple of minutes before someone yells 
down the hallway. 


“Eda,” Alador calls into the kitchen, Raine looking up from where they’re doing the dishes 
when he walks in. “Is Eda in here?” 


“No, she went back upstairs after she made dinner, | can go get her,” Raine puts down the 
dish they were washing and turns off the water, “I’ll bring her to the tower, but just a warning, 
she’s not in a great mood, she hasn’t been feeling good today.” 


“| don’t need her to be happy, | need to get that hand off,” Alador replies, Raine humming. 


“You say that,” Raine mumbles back, Alador walking off towards the tower, Raine following 
but going upstairs instead. They hear the kids laughing down the hallway, although Raine 
just goes right over to Eda’s door, knocking on it lightly and waiting a second before opening 
it, poking their head in. 


“Mmm, does Alador want me?” She asks before Raine even says anything. 


“Yeah,” They come in, shutting the door behind themself, “Come on, do you want me to help 
you up?” 


“No, no, I’m fine,” She dismisses him, pushing herself upward and sitting with her legs 
hanging over the edge of the bed, taking a deep breath before pushing herself upright with a 
groan. Raine stands there, looking at her for a minute to make sure she’s ok, although she 
just snaps at them, “What? Go, let’s go,” She waves them off. 


“Ok, ok,” They concede, opening up the door and starting their way toward the tower. Eda 
trails behind them kind of slowly, almost hobbling her way after them. Raine is definitely 
worried about her, but there’s nothing they can do about it. She won't let them help, so they 
just have to keep an eye on her to make sure she’s doing ok. 


They get to the tower and go to where Alador has a table set up in a nook under the stairs 
on the bottom floor of the tower. He looks up when they walk in, lifting up his goggles. 


“Good to see you, Eda,” He greets, Eda just grumbling. 


“Mmm,” She hums, walking over to where Alador has a chair set up next to the table and 
sitting down, She puts her right arm onto the table, Raine stepping up to stand beside her as 
Alador begins to look at her arm, Eda clipping at him, “Just take it off.” 


“| can’t just rip it off, Edalyn,” Alador argues, “Let me look at it.” 


She huffs but lets Alador examine her hand, turning it a bit, although when he grabs the spot 
where her arm joins to the prosthetic she pulls it back, sucking air in through her teeth and 
exclaiming, “Alador! Ow!” 


He furrows his brow at her, “That hurts? The joining point?” 
“Obviously,” She snaps, Alador huffing. 


“Ok, give me the arm, stop snapping at me. I’m trying to help you out,” Alador annoyedly 
stops her, Eda falling quiet. She looks down into her lap as she puts her arm back on the 
table, Raine hesitantly beginning to rub her left shoulder as Alador works on her hand. He 
takes out a couple of tools and begins to tinker with it, Eda looking away towards Raine’s 
hand, Raine seeing how pained her face is. They can’t do anything more than just rub her 
shoulder, though, all of them just sitting in silence until Alador gets the arm off, Eda sighing 


in relief and looking back over at the stump of her arm. She sighs again, much more 
annoyed this time. 


“How long until | have it back?” She asks, Alador examining the stump but not touching it. 
“Eda, this doesn’t look good,” He tells her, “Can | touch it?” 


“Yeah, fine,” She shrugs, Alador picking up her arm and looking at the end of it, face twisted 
in concern. 


“What?” Raine asks, “What’s wrong?” 


“The stump is really strained, I’m worried about putting another prosthetic back on it that you 
can’t remove,” He comments as he looks at her arm, “Abomination prosthetics are straining, 
they’re very connected to you and your magic, and | don’t have the stuff to make one that 
can come on and off easily. I'd need my workshop, but | think your stump needs a break for 
a few days.” 


“No, not happening, my arm will live,” Eda denies, “I’m not going without a hand for longer 
than needed.” 


“Well, this is needed,” Alador tells her. 

“No.” 

“You're not the one putting it on, so it'll go back on when | think you’re ready,” Alador puts his 
foot down, “Be gentle with it for a while, a skin-calming potion might help too if you have it. I'll 
see what work | can do with your hand, but no guarantees when you'll get it back.” 


Eda huffs, getting up and just walking out of the room, Raine looking at Alador, “I told you.” 


“Mmm, it’s fine, | got what | wanted. Keep an eye on her, though, don't let her irritate the 
stump of her arm anymore. I’m worried about hurting it more and not taking it to another 
prosthetic attachment.” 


“How do you know this much about amputated limbs?” Raine questions, “I thought you made 
like, military stuff?” 


“Oh, well, | dabble in prosthetics, it’s a hobby of sorts,” Alador shrugs, “I’ve done my fair 
share of research, of course.” 


Raine furrows their brow at the very strange piece of information but just nods anyway, 
“Mhm, ok, I'll keep an eye on her.” 


“Mhm, thank you,” Alador says before putting back on his goggles, going right back to work 
with the arm he just took off of Eda. Raine goes out of the tower and back up to their room, 
finding Eda sitting on the side of the bed, head in her hand. 


“Hey,” Raine calls, causing her to look up, “How are you feeling?” 
“Horrible, thanks for asking,” She grumbles back, “What time is it?” 


“7 maybe? A little later,” Raine speculates, walking over to sit on the bed next to her, “Why, 
are you tired?” 


“Mmn,, it’s fine,” She dismisses them, kicking up a bit of frustration in Raine’s chest that they 
try to dismiss, understanding that Eda is trying her best at reaching out but it’s not always 
easy. 


“No, that’s not what | asked,” They correct her, “Are you?” 
She sighs, “Yeah, I'll just, I'll just lay here, you can go.” 


“Why don’t you just call it a night, then? | can’t come to bed with you yet but I'll come back 
up once | finish the dishes and Hunter has had his potion, ok?” 


She sighs again, “Ok, yeah, fine.” 


Probably on instinct, she goes to take off the hair tie on her wrist with her right hand, 
stopping when she realizes it isn’t there anymore. Raine looks at her to see her eyes shining 
with tears, Raine reaching out to grab her hand. 


“lll do it, ok?” They offer, Eda just wordlessly nodding, expression clearly trying to fight off 
tears. Raine takes the hair tie off her wrist, moving to sit back against the headboard. They 
pat the spot in front of them, “Come sit here.” 


She moves herself back, Raine hearing her grunt as she pushes herself backward. They just 
get up onto their knees, beginning to run their hands through her hair. 


“Can | braid it?” They ask, “It'll probably stay better.” 


“Mhm,” She tightly hums, not saying anything else. Raine just starts braiding down her head, 
very calmly and gently running their hands through her hair as they do. She’s very still, and 
by the time they get to the end she’s beginning to nod off a bit, Raine drawing her back to 
lean against them, running a hand on top of her hair so they don’t disturb the braid they did 
but still keep up the motion. She’s out like a light, and after a minute Raine holds her up 
before laying her head down on the pillow, placing her right arm onto her chest so it doesn’t 
get squashed if she rolls over. They also take the blanket she tossed to the end of the bed 
and lay it over her. She’s out cold of course, because she sleeps like the dead and this is no 
exception. 


They cup her face in their hand, rubbing a thumb on her cheek as they look down at her 

sadly. They feel horrible about ripping her hand off, even if it saved her now she has to live 
with one hand for the rest of her life. It doesn’t matter how many times she tells them she’s 
over it, they know she isn’t. Eda’s life has never been stable, and now at least two of those 


incidents have been because of Raine. As much as they really want her to love them like 
she used to, they’re not sure that’s going to be possible anymore. 


No amount of looking after her can make up for how much they’ve hurt her. 


Willow flips over when she wakes up for the millionth time that night, facing out to look over 
at where Gus is out cold, sprawled out on the bed. It’s really nice to be sleeping on an actual 
bed for the first time in a while, especially for Willow who got the floor back in the Human 
Realm. Although, no matter how comfortable, it doesn’t seem to make her body magically 
want to sleep any more than she has the past few nights. 


She’s drawn out of her sleepy train of thought when she hears a really weird sound, the 
closest thing being the sound of lightly grinding rocks. It’s not very loud, Willow sitting up and 
looking around but not seeing anything really abnormal, although without her glasses on she 
can’t see much. 

She gets up, her instincts carrying her over to Gus’ bed, lightly shaking him, “Gus, Gus.” 


“Mmm,” He stirs, cracking his eyes open and sitting up a bit, “What? What’s up?” 


“Do you hear that?” Willow asks, both of them staying quiet and listening for the sound, Gus 
furrowing his brow. 


“That's weird, maybe it’s just the house? You know, it’s old,” Gus shrugs. 


Willow, although she knows that’s very justified, doesn’t really believe it. “I feel like it’s in 
here.” 


“It's probably fine, Willow,” Gus assures her, although he’s cut off when Flapjack twitters 
across the room, Willow walking over and hearing how the sound gets louder, leaning down 
to where Hunter is sleeping on his back to hear it’s coming from him. Flapjack tweets at her 
again, Willow looking at him to see him nodding. 


She looks back at Gus, quietly telling him, “Its Hunter. The noise is Hunter.” 


“Huh?” He swings his legs over the side of the bed, pushing himself up, “What do you mean 
that’s him ?” 


“It's him, come here,” She beckons, Gus walking over and leaning down a bit to listen, 
looking at Willow confused when he stands back up. “How is he making that sound?” 


“| don’t know, uh,” Willow panics for what to do next, “Maybe we can ask Luz and Amity what 
we should do?” 


“Should we wake him up?” Gus suggests Amity shaking her head. 

“No, he’ll probably panic,” Willow shrugs, “I don’t know, | don’t know what to do.” 

“Ok, let’s ask Luz and Amity,” He agrees. 

“lll get them, stay here with him,” She tells him, Gus nodding. Willow quietly walks out of the 
room, careful to leave the door open a crack behind her in case anything happens. She 
opens the door to Luz and Amity’s room, seeing both of them curled up together on Luz’s 
bed. Willow walks up to them, lightly shaking Amity, who is laying on the outside. 

“Guys, hey guys, wake up,” She whispers, Amity looking back first in confusion, although the 
worry all over Willow’s face must immediately strike her because she sits up and shakes 
Luz. 


“What's wrong?” She asks Willow. 


“Something weird is going on with Hunter, we think he’s making a weird sound. We want you 
to come listen,” Willow requests, “Please.” 


“Hm? What?” Luz sits up, “What’s happening? What’s going on with sounds?” 

“Come in here,” Willow beckons them, Luz and Amity both getting up and following Willow 
back into the other room. Gus is standing by the foot of Hunter’s bed, looking up when they 
walk in. Willow leads them in, looking back when Luz speaks. 


“What's going on?” Luz asks, Willow holding a finger up to her mouth. 


“Shh, listen,” She quiets them, everyone standing there quietly, hearing how the grinding, 
crackling sound is getting worse. Luz and Amity look at each other in confusion. 


“Uh, is that normal?” Luz looks at Willow, “That’s not normal, right?” 
“| certainly don’t make that sound,” Gus chimes in. 
“We can uh, maybe get, | don’t know, my mom? Maybe he’s sick or something?” 


Flapjack tweets at them, although none of them understand it. Everyone just shrugs, Gus 
saying, “Was that a yes?” 


“| don’t know, | don’t know what else to do right? Eda has been hiding in her room all day 
and | don't think she feels good, | don’t want to wake her up. Maybe it’s nothing,” Luz shrugs. 


“Let's get your mom at least, ask her,” Amity tells her, Luz nodding and going back out of the 
room, Amity and Willow following after her. Luz goes into her mom’s room alone, though, 


Willow and Amity standing in the doorway. Willow looks back to see that Gus came with 
them. She doesn’t comment on it, though, just listening to what Luz is saying. 


“Mama, mom, wake up,” Luz whispers to Camila, who sits up and squints at her. 


“What, mija? What’s wrong?” She questions, reaching over and grabbing her glasses off of 
the end table. 


“There’s-” 


She’s cut off by a loud thud in the other room, followed by a pained choking. Willow rushes 
back in there first, finding Hunter on the ground, clutching at his chest. She’s quickly followed 
by everyone else, Camila brushing by people to come up and kneel down next to Hunter, a 
hand on his back. 


“Hey it’s ok, it’s ok, try to take a breath,” Camila couches him, but Hunter just points at his 
chest. Camila looks up at Luz, “Go get Eda, please.” 


“But” 


“No, no arguing, now,” She demands, very firm. Luz just nods, turning around and going 
down the hall into Eda’s room, Willow following after her, just on instinct. She stays in the 
doorway as Luz goes into the room, rushing over to where Eda is laying and shaking her 
pretty violently. Raine wakes up immediately, sitting up a bit and looking over at Luz. Willow 
can’t make out their expression in the dark without her glasses on, though. 


“Eda! Eda!” Luz calls, Eda replying with a pained hum. 


“What kid, what?” She replies, groggy “It’s the middle of the night what-” She looks up at 
Luz, pausing before asking, suddenly very awake, “What’s wrong? Why are you freaking 
out?” 


“We need your help, something’s wrong with Hunter!” 


Notes: 
cliffhanger... sorry not sorry 


WHATS WRONG WITH HUNTER OMG 
U CANT TORTURE US LIKE THISSS 
awesome chapter though Imao 

i loved when hooty ate the beanbags lol 


